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THE 


EDITOR's PREFACE. 


Tux annexed Poem came into my poſſeſſion 
in the following very extraordinary manner :— 
I was walking home one night—the ſtreets 


were cleared of every buſy foot—it was dark 


and ſilent. Suddenly, I heard voices in 
the air; I, as ſuddenly, ſtopt, —and l/ookrng, as it 
were, for the ſound, I perceived a white Scroll 
deſcending from the clouds Like Mahomet 


I food !—It was fortunate that the Scroll 


was not the Alcoran, I ſhould certainly have 


been felled to the ground; for, ſmall as the ſaid 
Manuſcript was, it alighted on my head with 


ſuch weight, that it immediately occurred to me 
there muſt be a great compoſition of lead with- 
in it,- 


ed my chamber, by the light of an Laolpbiau- 
lamp, while the wind rattled againſt my win- 


/ A dos, 


However, when I recovered from my 
ſtaggering condition, I ſeized it with trembling 
hands, and hurried home.—As ſoon as I reach= 


with one great truth, — high is 


(4-3 


dows, I ſat at my | table, and opened the 
heaven-ſent Scroll. The firſt thing I read 


o 


was an Addreſs to Me that is,—©* To the 
Mortal into whoſe hands“ (or upon whoſe head) 
« this Scroll ſhall chance to alight!” 
Iwill no longer detain the Reader with an 
account of the ſenſations which a Manuſcript 
received in ſuch a ſecret manner occaſioned 
within me :—for ſo ſecret it certainly was, . that 
it ſeemed as if the unſeen Spirit had watched an 
opportunity—when every ſtar was extinguiſhed — 
to pelt it ſo unmercifully upon my pate? 
It now. ſtrikes me very forcibly that all this 
was done for one ſound reaſon,—to impreſs me 


b | 1 / | 
That szcREcyY is the very ſoul of sUBLIMITY. 


/ 


Thus I take my leave of the Reader, ob- 


ſerving at the ſame time, that I have made but 
few comments on the annexed Work :——but 


where I have done ſo, Notes will be found at 
rhe bottom of the ſeveral pages ſigned by Me, 


Tas EDITOR. 


4491. 


10 


THE MORTAL 


INTO WHOSE HANDS THIS SCROLL 


SHALL CHANCE TO ALIGUT!!! 


F aut a Spirit doomed by Fate to aſſume the 
ſhape and mind of different men at different 


times. Why this was ordained muſt remain a 


SECRET to Mortals.—Tt was decreed—That I 
ſhould aſſume the perſon and mind of the won- 


derful Mr. IN VISTBLE——hz Author of the Pur- 


 ſnits of Literature. 


| Fhns, you muſt conceive- me, Reader, (as | 


much as though I were born ſo) Author of 
the ſaid profound and ineſtimable' Work. 


Now, if by chance you have not read the 


ſaid Work (Which, by the by, is almoſt im- 
poſſible,) for all the world muſt have peruſed a 
Work of ſo much fame !—Indeed, ſeveral old 


ladies have become blind' by reading it over ſo 
frequently—although I adviſed them, in my 


Preface to read it—but !wice ;—that is, once 


with the Notes, and once without them. 
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But, to continue: if you have not read the 
above- mentioned Purſuits of Literature, I beg 
you will do ſo without delay. — PROC RASTIN A- 
rio is the Thief of Time.“ -In this inſtance, 
he would add to his felony by robbing you of 


| thoſe delightful ſenſations which a compoſition 


of Wit and Learning naturally beſtows. 
Hanging in chains would be too good for this 
dangerous criminal !|-——So make haſte—apply 
to Becker, Pall Mall—daſh down eight ſhillings 
and ſixpence—(na more ] for it is not hot-preſſed”” 
NONSENSE,) and you will receive in return a 
Work which is worth its weight in diamonds 
of the firſt water. —You will find in it, 


iſt, That I am exquiſitely learned. 

2dly, That I am as intimate with the An- 
cients, as though I drank my ack broth 
with the Spartans every day, and magnifi- 
cently ſupped with the Romans every 
night. (N. B. You will find this in- 
timacy with the Ancients in the annexed 


Dialogue.) 


3dly, You will find—a Note upon every 


thing. (N. B. So you will find in the 
annexed Dialogue.) 


Athly, A Quotation upon many things. So 
you wlll | find i in my annexed Dialogue.) 


One of my ſtupid enemies (a moſt rank Ja- 


cobinical-Foxitiſh=Erſkineitiſh=Grayitiſh-She- 


ridanical 


1 


W fellow) obſerved, that Iſkulked amongſt 


a learned mob , and that I picked each of their 
pockets in turn ; and that with a great deal of 


trade-impudence had hung out their handker- 
chiefdſ at the door of my /tall$F:—and likewiſe ex- 


hibited their mantles— their large flapped hats 
their togas—and their tunics—which I ranſacked 
them of: — and further, that I was not only 


ſuch a purloiner and vender of Literary Old | 


Cloaths (as he impudently termed it,) but that I 

ſtood at the door of my ſaid ſtall—throwing, 
pieces of mouldy Grecian helmets, bits of ruſty 
Roman ſpears, and ſuch like pieces of old iron 


braſs—and lead putting RarIONALITV in bo- 
dily fear whenever it paſſed me ||. 


But 


NOTES. 
* The Ancients. 


+ Alluding to my quoting from their Works. 


{ It is a doubt to me whether the Ancients condeſcended to 


uſe any, 
$ Meaning my Pain of the Pros of Enovnwoan 


I could ſee into the malignant heart of this CS 
mean alluſſon to my connection with the Ancients—by mouldy 
Grecian helmets, ruſty ſpears, and old iron: He would as 
in.olently infinuate, that I poſſeſſed Impudence, by the com- 
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of the following Dialogue :- 


(6) 
| But to proceed, and give you a mort account 


You have obſerved, no doubt, in my * pur- 


fuits of Literature“ that the Dialogue here, is 


carried on between 
© The AUTHOR 


AND 


' OCTAVIUS.” 


Wow: critical Reader! 1 bing you will cake 
notice, that I only borrowed the name of a 
once-loved friend, named O#avins; therefore do 
not miſtake me, and ſuppoſe Octavius gave me 
a ſingle idea throughout the whole of the above 
mentioned Poem. It was all my own;=the 
poetry or verſification—the Notes, ponderous and 


farcaſtic—quotations, Greek, Latin, and Italian 


—all the ſublimity—wit—humour—learning— 
all 1 all! all was mine ! mine! mine l. 


Ah! happy time As I wrote the above-men- 


tioned Work I then fancied myſelf ſtanding, 
as it were, in the midſt of the whole people of 


* 


1 NOTES. | 
mon ſymbol of Braſs.— By Lead, he would hint that'T was 
dull and heavy. Thus, this malignant enemy depicted 


me, and my whole Poem —by an Old Iron Shop, where 
you will find Hats Handkerchiefs— Iron —Braſs.— Lead, &c. 


Se Col auhoux's Pol. of Met. 
I hope I ſhall.be forgiven- for quoting a living author. 


Great 


9 1 


Great Britain, all looking up to me as their. 
Saviour—every mouth wide open, every eye fixt 
an anxious multitude gazing on 


on me; 
me—a ſecond unſbaded Samſon! ſtrong enough 


to prop a falling State, or to pull down the 
porgh of a Wincheſter Palace, and cruſh a 


world of Jacobins beneath its roof! 

Ah! Reader, judge now of the ills of theworld! 
will you believe me, that, as ſoon as my Poem 
of © The Purſuits of Literature” appeared, a /e- 


cret MALIGNANT Spirit touched the heart of the 


real Octavius (who was my e him 
to me with my Poem in his hands. He firſt 


thanked me — for honouring him by borrowing 


his name—then praiſed me—then banter'd me 
—then inſulted and abus'd me—and, finally, 


broke off all friendſhip with me.——But you 


will find all this in the following Dialogue 
which paſſed between us. So proceed ! 


INVISIBLE, 
Author of the Purſi 116 of Literature. 


B OE GY nn Ton 


R 7. 


AS I directed the purchaſers of my former 
Poem, (the Purſuits of Literature,) to read the 
Text and the Notes ſeparately, and then toge- 
ther ; not doubting the Reader will do the ſame 
with the annexed Poem, — ] have furniſhed 


IF Mr. Becket, Pall-Mall, and Meff. Murray and 
| Highley, Fleet-Street, with ſome “ xx TRACT 
? OF LEAD,” (commonly called Goulard,) to be 
made up into Eye-Water ;—a vial of which, if 
1 neceſſary, will be delivered with my Eigbi Shils 
ö ling and Sixpenny Pamphlet. 
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FAMILIAR DIALOGUE. 


AUTHOR. 
A LL hail, Octavius 


Oc TAvI US. 
Hail, moſt rev'rend Seer! 


AUTHOR. 
Thy hand I claſp with every Joy ſincere. 
My Poem's SIT 


OCTAVIUS. 
Sire! I have it hs: 


And warmeſt thanks !—for throwing ſo much 


fame | 
Upon ſo poor, and ſo obſcure, a name; 
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To back your praiſc— 


| Your 25. — 


1 
I till had mov'd in dull Oblivion's night! J 
But thou, a Sun with thy ſtrong radiance bright, 5 
Mak'ſt me a Moon ſhine with a borrow'd light 0 


AUTHOR, 
I thought—OZavias was a name ſo grand, 
So Roman-like, auguſt, — twould rouſe the land ! 
Am I miſtaken in this godlike thought? pl 
The Work, the whole metropolis has caught! > 
All ſhops expole 1 It, and all men have bought vb 


OCTAVIUS. 
It is ſo cheap - not Ho pres d, —Folly-fill'd !) 
So ſtampt by Learning, and by Wit ſo ſeaPd;— 
A Deed of Godlike wiſdom,—a decree, 


Sign'd by a God to teach Poſterity.— 


AUTHOR, 5 
Your glowing praiſe, Sir, Bluſbes on my cheek ; 


But Truth makes meallow—'tis Truth you ſpeak! 
Vet ſtill it ſtirs my Ba/fulneſs, to hear 


Paſt merits ſung while zew ones ſtill appear 


OCTAVIUS. 
— And make me grant you more [3 


AUTHOR: 
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AU THOR. 


—— My Sluſbes thicken, pray give o'er! 


OCTAVIUS. 
I muſt praiſe Mit [you cannot ' ſpeak with- 
out it ! 
AUTHOR, | | — 
Your judgment's good, —*twere boldneſs, Sir, 
0 doubt it. | | 


Which like you beſt ? —which Genius 922 
denotes, 
The glowing Poem, or the bum rous Notes? b 


OCTAVIUS. 


Your Poem's great !!!—your wit ſo ſharp and 


keen, 
That ev'ry word ſeems yellow with the /pleen ;— 


Your language jtriking, and your fancy Sold, 


Save, when a dozen names, two lines unfold !— 
And then, ſuch poignant dignity of ſtyle !— 


Your energy would ſtir an infant's bile ; 
Make puny girls (Tiſiphones in frocks) 
Pluck their old Fathers by their ſnowy locks, 


Should their preſumption dare to praiſe a rex: j 


-B-'2 AUTHOR. 
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AUTHOR. 


0 My plan, my plan, Octavius there's the 
merit! 


— 2 8 © a 2 LT r = — 
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So grand! ſo novel! of ſuch new-born ſpirit! 
OCTAVIUS. | 
Your plan is great great Author, is it new? 


— — . ” 
_ Y — * 
— 4 


AUTHOR, 
Heavens! Octavius do you doubt me, too? 
Of grand conception, force, and dignity, 


— @*: www cc 


Dialogue-magic took (a) its riſe 1 in me! 
OCTAVIUS. 


—— 


(a) «© In my Poem no imitation whatſoever i is intended of 
any former writer, or of any former poem. 


———— 
— 
d 5 "A 


N. B. I have ſaid this before in my Purſuits of Literature, 
Preface to fit Dialogue, Page 4, publiſhed by Becket (1798), 
 Pall-mall,—I have again repeated the ſame thing in my Pre- 
face to the Ja Dialogue, Page 193. Great things cannot be 
repeated too often; particularly by learned men. I am ſo ex. 
J. tenſively — ſo porderouſly—and ſo aſtoundingly learned, that 1 
frequently, (through a kind of learned abſence, very preva- 
lent amongſt us great men) when my landlady demands her 
l attic rent, —anſwer her in Greek. I have as frequently directed 
1 | the ſhoe-black to rub my ſhoes in Latin! ! Trifles! trifles! Sir, 
| | . ſometimes bring Great Men to their ſenſes ;—a ſhoe-bruſh—by 
i 
| 


I_—AX="" . 
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the Gods! a ſhoe-bruſh !=clenched in the extended fiſt of the - 
ſhoe-black, who ſtood motionleſe—a pair of fixed eyes, that 
ſeemed 


„„ Wa 


OCTAVIUS. 


Why did not Eſop make his beaſts converſe ? 


AUTHOR. 
Did Esoy make them dialogue in verſe ? 


Unlike our ſtrength ! #n/ike our ſportive hits ! 


OCTAVIU+S, 


True !—for ev'n Eſop's aſſes were all wits. 


AUTHOR. 


You're full of ſport !—well, Genius will be free! 


I've ſplaſh*d my betters,—now you ſpatter me. 
But ceaſe all joke! your judgment I require— 
I've much on hand, ſo promptneſs I deſire; 


For Tzmyvs fugit—like a whore from home— 


OCTAVIUS. 


So Tzurus did of old } in Greece and Rome, 


ſeemed glaring in b ſockets—a mouth wide open; 


 —and my foot fixt full five minutes on a ſtool—yes, by the 
Gods! ſuch trifles as theſe—brought me to my recolletion— 


knock'd at the door of my brain, and told me that it was 
« a time to ſpeak Egli. —“ Every dirty fellow, ſays Re. 
collection to me, does not learn Latin, you know !!!—I took the 
hint—** Clean = ſhoes, my lad!“ — Such things will ores to 
us claſſical n men ! 
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AUTHOR. 


In Athens, Corinth, Syracuſe, Macedonia, 


OCTAVIUS. 
Theſſaly, Thebes, Arcadia, Caledonia: 


AUTHOR, 


Epaminondas knew the Sire had wings ; 


OCTAVIUS, 


And w/e Domitian knew that waſps had ſtings !(4) 


| AUTHOR, 
Cæſar, Eumenes, Pericles, and Cato, 
Patroclus, Aſdrubal, Petronius, Plato, 


(5) This learned Roman well knew. the nature of Waſps. 
— This ſagacious monarch was very fond of hunting flies 
which he wittily termed his foxes *—for when he put his 
finger near one—he uſed to obſerve it had the keenneſs to fly 
away !—Sometimes this divire-mortal would place the edge of 
his hand againſt the wall, and with one ſweep palm a ſcore or 
two—ſometimes he would flatten half-a-dozen againſt the ſaid 
wall open-handed—this undoubtedly was an unfair advantage, 
Every man has his hobby-bor/e—this gracious pated monarch 
rode a fly,—I do not find that the Roman hiſtorians have 
noticed theſe particulars,—I have conſulted Bombaſticum, on 
Flies, vol. Ixxv. p. 2458.; and Pedanteſtrian, on Emperors, 


vol. xlix. chap. 273. p. 2596, 


— X —— —— 


* This animal is noticed for its ſagacity.“ See Bur rox. 


 OCTAVIUS. 


(283 


OCTAVIUS. 


Pauſanius, Alexander, Clytus, Nero, 


AUTHOR. 
Romulus, Pacorus, Pollux—every hero! 
Dentatus too, (who fix-ſ{core battles fought, 
And five and forty wounds his carcaſe caught ; 


OCTAVIUS. 


So that a walking ſhield, all bruiſed he moy'd— 


AUTHOR, LEN 
Alive, or dead—by Romans well-belov'd) 
Florus, and Fortius, Euclid, and Menander, 
Pomponius, Caſtor, Scævola, and Lyſander, 
Knew Tzmrevus Fygit morning, noon, and night, 
And drips his ſands in darkneſs and in light. (c 

OCTAVIUS. 

Immortal Claſſic {—ſure, Eternity 
Is far too ſhort to ſay what 8 due to thee ! q 


(c) 1 hope the reader will emphatically obſerve how exceed- 


ingly converſant I am with the Ancients, and their Scribendi 


dicendi que ratio, as Mar, Por, Cato prettily expreſſes it.— 
My head is a kind of pantheon of theſe learned antiques ; 
ſo that I can introduce them pat, on any ſubje& ſrom the 
wings of Time, n to che ug and Sting of a Waſp. 


AUTHOR. 
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AUTHOR, 


Say, my Octavius,(d)—is't a wond'rous work /e) 
Have I not flaſh'd Them (f)—like a hero-Turk | 


OCTAVIUS. 
Upon my ſoul—the whole is wondrous fine! 
And hump-back'd Pope (g)—1 ſee in every line. 
1 AUTHOR, 


(4) I do love to addreſs myſelf thu. 


« Say, my Octavius !” 
0 —“ Correct as Gifford!” 
Or—*< Gifford approves !” 
Or—* What ſays my Gifford !”” 


Tt ſounds ſo much like — Awake, my St. John! —O yes! 
I am another Pope IAI am reſolved to live for ever las I ſay 
in my Purſuits of Literature—and ſo ſhall Gifford ! — we ſhall 
go down to poſterity ! and poſterity will repeat=—=zwi/ble and 


 Giford !—as the people of our day mention "es and St.] ohn 


—but % will be forgotten !! 
(e) The Purſuits of Literature. 
(F) The writers of the day. | £ 
What a fine invention of mine is this Pro/e-RAMPART (as 1 


_ formidably term my Notes in my Purſuits of Lit. Introd, Letter, 


p- 6.— Printed for Becket 1798.) If it were not for this Ram- 
part, how would my artillery have been ſcientifically pointed? 


who would have underſtood what I meant by the word 


« them,“ if I had not propt the line with my Proſe-buttreſs ! 


() It appears to me as if Octavius did not mean poetic 
Pope, | 


4 


Immortal Dryden! do you not perceive?— 
—Methinks I ſee you laughing in your ſleeve ! 


Pope, but deformed Pope, by the ſtreſs he has laid on the word 
 bump-backed *,— 
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* Some ſpeculators think it very ſtrange, and likewiſe no leſs 
true, that deformed men are commonly keen and crabbed.— 
This claſs of philoſophers think that theſe ſour qualities natu- 
rally ariſe from that conſtant deriſion which attends thoſe 
unfortunate deformed creatures from their very childhood; — 

their play mates thinking, that as Nature has thought fit to ſport 
with them, that they have a right to Hort with them, them- 
ſelves. — Theſe Philaſophers likewiſe think that what is g rote/qwe 
naturally excites rifibility—that r7//67/72y, in return, as naturally 
excites irritation in theſe crooked beings; and as they become 
ſo frequently the laughter of their companions, they are na- 
turally always on the watch, which gives them an abitual 
turn of &cenneſs. Thus, DRRISION raturally ſharpens, and 
likewiſe ſours the temper of theſe wry-framed mortals, and , - 
eventually renders them full of aſperity, and, very frequently, 
 malignantly wry-minded, — Now, other Philoſophers (Phi- 5 
loſophers differ as much as Doctors) maintain, that this turn 1 
of temper in the above-mentioned beings—is 2 CRABIDTrTI 5 
— but nothing more nor leſs than DicxiTy! Mountains 9 
(ſay they) are certainly the ſublime of nature, and it is the by 
ſublimity of back, which in humpy men lies ſo very near the 
brain, that the rays of Genius play againſt it, and are thrown | nn 
back from this denſe protuberance of dignity ; (juſt as the 
glowing heat of the ſun is thrown from a clay bank :)— 
upon the lines they write Mr. G—ff—d, for inſtance, 1 
| C not 44 
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( 18 ) 


—We once were friends,—you ſneer, and I'm 
your foe ! 


OCTAVIUS, 
Lixco!!!—why ſure your paſſions overflow! 
| Surely my ſmile, your wit does not impeach— 
Wit, that would baulk e'en Pope and Dryden's- 
: reach! 
Their 


— 


2 8 * 
— 


not that I mean to rank Pope's name with his, I would not 
do the ingenious Mr, G- ſos much injuſtice as to com- 
pare his correctneſs with Mr, Pope's - the reſemblance between 
them certainly lies more in the back than in the Brain. I think I 
ihall not do wrong in quoting an authority which the ingenious 
Pope-and-Dryden-Author of the Purſuits of Literature pays 
(and indeed properly) a juft deference to which to be ſure, 
leſſens the arguments in defence of the dignity of Hxmps. 

8 Leviticus, Chap. xxi. 

Ver. 16. And the Lord ſpake unto Moſes, ſaying, 

17. Speak unto Aaron, ſaying, whoſoever hath any 
blemiſh, let him not n to offer the 
bread of his God. 

18. For whatſoever man he be that hath a blemiſh, he 

| ſhall not approach— 

20, © The crook-backed, or a dwarf, or hath a blemiſh 
in his eye, or be ſcurvy, or be ſcabbed ; 

23. He ſhall not come nigh unto the * that he 

profane not my ſaudtuaries. | 

24. And Moſes told it to Aaron and his Sons” — 
And 1 tell it to the . e Hamer of the Purſuits 


of Literature and his friend, Mr. G:; and as a learned 
5 quoter 


( 19 ) 

Their writings are black Rats,—your 77's a cat. i 

The rats may run A cat o'ertakes a rat 1 
r AUTHOR: 


8 


* 


— — — — 


quoter of the Bible, I ſhall offer my Commentary upon theſe holy 
injunctions merely as they allude to my preſent ſubject. Were 
the Holy temple now ſtanding, and were England, Holy Land, 
doubtleſs both Mr. G- ff -d and the Pope-and-Dryden-Author 
of the Purſuits of Literature would be excluded the holy- 
honour of approaching the altar for almoſt all the defects 
quoted in the abovementioned verſes would ſtrictly prohibit 
them, if thoſe laws extended to the Poet as well as to the man. 


Mr. G D, 8 Mr. InvisiBLE, 
1ſt, Is naturally (or unnatural - Author of Purſuits of L ——, 
 Iy)hbaump-backed and crooked, itt, Is a dwarf; for long and 
2dly, Has (poetically) a ble- | ſhortare only judged by com- 1 
miſb in both eyes . for while | parifon—Now Mr. Inviſible 40 


he fancies he perceives faults has been pleaſed to render 
in others, he is blind to his | himſelf ſo, by bringing Poetic 
own imperfections, Pope and Dryden before us, 


and placing himſelf at the fide 
of them, which of courſe has 


rendered him very—very— 
diminutive indeed. —Mr. In- , 
| viſibleis a dwarf, 
2dly, Mr. Inviſible has ſhewn 
| us in almoſt every line of his 1 
P— of ., that he is both — 
poetically and proſaically in- 9 

fected with the ſcurwy. 


| 3dly, That he is ſo poetically 
lame in many of his lines 
that he is frequently obliged to 
hobble on his Noze-Crutches. 
C 2 Tus, 
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AUTHOR, 


My wit's a sTac— Black: letter — 69 7 may 


run 
They follow ! pant ! they drop, and are undone. 


By Gifford's great correctneſs do I ſwear ! 


(4) I am exceedingly fond of this truly witty idea. I have 
uſed it frequently in my Purſuits of Literature. But now I will 


give you an explanation in what ſenſe I uſe it here: Black- 
letter dogs—(Satirical Writers.)—£ atirical Writers, — certainly 
cannot write without [xk : 


Now, Ink is black; ergo, the 
Ws letters 


— — 


Thus, by the above quotations, we ſee that God would mo! per- 


— — — — 


— 


mit the Crook- backed, &c. &c. to approach the altar, or officiate 


as Prieſts; and ſince they are prohibited of God, we muſt con- 
ceive a Hump as an almighty ſeal, and ſhould therefore be 
taken ſtrict care of by men. It would have been as well if 


the abovementioned Gentlemen had not officiated as Literary 
Prieſts— for the only pour of their ſacred function has been 
that of Sacr ificing / 


They have approached the altar, and they have ſinned. | 
Surely the very outrageouſly religious, ſtrict and orthodox 
Author of the P of I, cannot cenſure me for ad- 
viſing and exborting my fellow men to be careful of and avoid 
what has been marked by an almighty hand—while he exhorts 
his countrymen to beware of, and declare war againſt thoſe 
who have been unjuſtly marked by his mortal e. O Jaco- 
bins !--O Humps! We are both orthodox! 
A friend of mine obſerved to me, upon the above note, how 
ill natured and illiberal we may be, by partially quoting writ- 
ings to back our malice, and promote malignity.— Then here 
is exhibited a fine trio InviſibhleGifford—and 


Epirox. 
OCTAVIUsS. 


I „ all wid a | ds. d FI TORY; 2 * * 
* 7 . 
28 een e - « — 

2 7 3 2 N 3 Loy 
1 oy 8 1 OT - 4s 5 b iis . 


( a1 ) 


OCTAVIUS. 


Black-letter Dogs ſhall not o'ertake your 
hare | (i) 


AUTOR. 
letters that are written with it, are black, Writers (Satirical) 
are Snarlers :- now Snarlers are dogs; ergo, Satiriſts are 
dogs. — IThus black lettered Dogs mean Satirical Writers.— 
So Black- letter Dogs —(Satiriſts)—may follow my Wit, they 


cannot overtake it! * 


(i) My friend Octavius means by my 3 WIr. 


N. B. What charming things theſe Notes are ! they aſſiſt ſo 
wonderfully! They are a good blindman's-dog, when the Poetry 


is ob/ture,—as in the above inſtance.— They elucidate when 
one's genius is dim, and when we are not capable of being 
poetically explicit ; and ſoit happens in my Purſuits of Litera- 
ture, p. 190, (Becket, 98.)—where I ſay : | 

« None ſhall her column's ſtately pride deface, 

6 The ſnake winds harmleſs round the marble baſe,” 


and this—dark paſſage, 1 light up with my Proſe-· Candle 
thus 


66 My 


1 
— 


— — — 


8 The Au rox has frequently uſed his black jener dogs in 
his Purſuits of Literature. In ſhort, the Reader who has the 


_ patience to purſue his ſublime Stag=(his Wit)—y ill find a 


pack of theſe du children of bitches frequently unkennelled 
upon him,—as he trudges through the dirty Road. 
As to the definition of a black letter W 15 

| Mr. Inviſible! 


“ Veluti in Speculum !''— 


1 love quotations,) 
 Eviror, 

+ N. B. Even this Candle wants a little ſnufling !——per- 
haps there is a winding-ſheet in 1t-—ominous of the Death of 
the great work !——but Goliah loft his breath, —Even Gifford 
muſt die!!! _ Epyror, 


—— — ” — epi 
A — Ae 4s 
—— — 


4, 


N 


AU THOR. 


Octavius ſmiles By Genius e'er delighted! 


OCTAVIUS. 


Gifford's correctneſs never can be ſlighted. 


My friend, Octavius, mears by this alluſion to obſerve, 
* that the proper, confant, and undeviating application of 
Time, Learning, and Talents“ (By the by how 1 thought 
of myſelf as I wrote the two laſt words !)—** muſt ultimately 
xeſiſt the malignity of Criticiſm, and riſe ſuperior to Tem- 
% porary Neglect in any department of Literature—of Ga- 
* wernment”—(O fie ) —. or of Society +!!!” (p. 190.) 
But before I conclude,—tell me, Reader! How do you 

like my Notes ?—my profe-candle ?—** my Rampart ?*—my 
buttreſs ?—my blindman's dog ?—my One of my enemies 
obſerved, on reading my Purſuits of Literature, that my 
notes came in—a Proſe-Bully to back the mouthing of my 
Poetic-Whore. But to ſuch men I fay, Keep out of my 

Brothel. Thus, you are anſwered, gentlemen of the 
* Brothel.”'- | . 

I anſwered one Steevens ſomething in this way in my P—— 
of Lit. who ſaid my Poetry was a peg to hang my Notes on. 
J gave a very witty note on this, which ſee in my Pur. of Lit. 
p. 246. (Becket, 98.) I concluded by ſaying, “ fo much for 
Mr. Steevens and Co.“ Gentlemen of the“ Peg.“ 


r . c * — 


| 


+ How ſublime! ! !—There!!—There ! !—there's my Pom- 
ponius up in the ric, ſaid a Schoolmaſter,—on ſuddenly ob- 
ſerving his ſon looking out of the garret- window. | 


AUTHOR, 


( 2 ) 


AUTHOR. 
As to my Poetry (k)—(under the roſe)—{1) 


OCTAVIUS., 


It was not meant a night-cart for your proſe ; 


' (4) © As to my Poetry or verfification, it was not written 


« as a VEHICLE for the notes, but the notes were compoſed 


« ta accompany the text. verbatim from my Pur. of Lit. 
IntroduRory letter, p. 11, printed for Becket (1798.) 
Not Mr. Roſe of the 'Treaſury,—for believe mo honeſt 
Reader, my incomparable Poem (which by the by I oxLY 
GFFER TO THOSE WHO ARE CONVERSANT WITH THE 
STRENGTH, SIMPLICITY, AND DIGNITY OF DRYDEN AND 
Porz, AND TO THEM ALONE,” as I have already declared 
in my Purſuits of Literature, Introductory Letter, p. 9, print- 
ed for Becket, 1798.)——my ſaid unequalled and unequable 
Poem is the honeſt effufions of a Real Poet, —who loves his 
God—without wearing lawn flecves upon a plump arm; and 
adores his king without being be-Burked with a Penfion,— 


Tho", by the by, what a ſnug thing a penſion would be The 


bird of day always looks to the Sun,“ as I obſerve in my 
Purſuits of Literature, Introd. Lett, p. 9, printed for Becket, 
1798. 


People know who I am— (their Saviour and Protector.) * It 


„ will be more than fooliſh for them to be very inquiſitive,“ 


as I repeat in my Purſuits of Literature, Introd. Lett. page . 
1798 ; but I ſay nothing !—people may enquire:. l do not 
ſay they had better not - but I ſay nothing!“ a nod is as good 
as a wink to a blind horſe,” as Milton beautifully expreſſes it. 


—But—1 ſay—There are daggers, — and Sticks, —and Stones 
in the world, — but I ſay | 


Hi 


I have trimmed Pitt here and there ;—the mi- 
#iſier can keep a Secret: But I am reſolved never to let the 


= 
4 -— — 1 


( + ) 
But Prosz, the Cartman, (foul'd from head to 
I | £ 
Trudg'd filthy as the cart, Sir, cheek by jowl! (n 
AUTHOR, 


( My jocular friend, Octavius, (who 1s now in a mood of 
raillery,) is a moſt conſummate Wit. By Cart and Cartman, he 


means Proſe and Poetry, alluding to my expreflion in Note (4), 


where I ſay the Poetry was not meant a vehicle for the notes; 
(which vehicle he jocularly terms a Night-Cart) ;—but the Proſe 
(as I have ſaid) was meant to accompany the text; Now, my 
droll friend, Oftavius, ſays, this word accompany certainly im- 
plies a driver to drive ox the Poetry, —and therefore terms him a 
Cartman. Bur I think the opinion of Dion—Helic—ad Cn, 
Pompeium de Platone, Epiſt. p. 757. fee 1 vol. 6. Ed. Reiſke, 
1777, —but this by and by. — Old Jove, the great Hector, 
may tipple his near ;—but this by and by.— Amo, amas.— 
or as Quint. lib, 9, chap. 3.—or in the glowing language of 
Salluſt But I muſt be conciſe, My time is of great 

importance, and of amazing value to the nation; “ and I ſhall 
be forced to deſcend into the lower regions “ the undoubted 

right and hereditary dignity of the Satiric Muſe, —as I ſay in 

my Introductory Letter, p. 11.--Purſuits of Literature, 

Printed for Beckett (1798) —but to continue with my friend 
Octavius's laughable remarks—My friend Octavius remarked 

to me, that my incomparable Poem will be handled by poſterity 
but my friend Octavius means, in cloſe union with partes 

pofteriores,” as Quintilian expreſſes it—Tf ſuch be the caſe, it 


vill of courſe go with that odoriferons relic of the particles which 
| Impart nouriſhment to us—(whether thoſe particles be the parti- 
cles of a nectarine or the fineſt Pine-apple, maſticated by the 


fineſt mouth, and digeſted by the fineſt ſtomach) to the grand 
receptacle in Mary-le-bone, or City Road, Iſlington, or the 
| Peres very 
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AUTHOR, 


A truce with joke !—what think you of theſe 


three ? 

My Pope-and- Dryden - Strength, 3 
city.— 

And laſt of all my ditio-Dignity? 

By Gifford's great correctneſs do I ſwear, 

' Your judgment on theſe three I long to hear ! 


OCTAVIUS. 


Firſt, to your STRE ru: I've ſeen a plowman 
tread, — 

Cruſh the fine roſe, and grind its lovely head; 

The leaves, the bud, the ſtem in dirt empal'd ; 

Still through the coat of mud, the ſweets exhal'd! 


very famous receptacle in Whitechapel. Such is the end of all 
my 3 tranſit gloria mundi—-Delia, Delia, Sh=— s. 
Deane Swift“. 


1 wu the Reader will forgive my quoting in the vulgar 
tongue ; but I am not leſs learned on that account. 


* This Deane Swift, fearing the land of his brain might be- 
come barren ; like a wiſe Agriculturiſt, properly ntanured it : 
in order to render the cultivation high and rich, ſo that it 
might Prone healthy plants, and handſome and ſturdy flowers, 


D. | Rich 
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Rich, to my noſtrils did the fragrance ſteal! 
And while IZ the flow'r—I curſt the heel Cu) 


AUTHOR. 


Ae in jeſt thy PET gay and free— 


OCTAVIUS, 


Now to your ſecond—your S1MPLICLTY, (o) 


| Pve ſeen at country fairs the clowns come in, } 


With matchleſs confidence, (each ſure to win,) 
Peep through horſe-collars with a mighty grin! 
And each diſguſting muſcle ſeem'd to ſay, \ 
„The prize is mine I ſurely gain the day! —f 
«I know I vie with Parſons (/ in the play! * J 


(1) I preſume oa int hinted by the aluGon ef the Roſe and 
the Heel, at my incomparable Satire in the Pur. of Lit. on that 
«© Exotic” © Goſſamery”-Cobwebby,-Silk-Wormy Poet, Doctor 
Darwin, Octavius has depicted the Doctor by a Roſe, —as the 
ſaid Doctor has whimſically given himſelf up to pimp-roſes— 


 harlot-pinks = and ſuch-like glowing inhabitants of a floral 


Brothel. — You ſee, Reader, my Wit is incxhauſtiblet— 


Octavius, tho', is a droll fellow !! 


N. B. What fine things theſe Notes! Talk of a x Rampart / A 


——— What a fine hard-grenado is a Note !! 


(0 Simplicity. (8. ) Weakneſs, Sillineſs. | 
Hook ER Prov. vide Joyxson's Dict. 
(3) This Compdin was ſo remarkable for the drollery of his 


geſtures, as to have frequently ſtopped the performers who were 


ang with him from continuing their parts. 
AUTHOY. * 
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AU THOR. 


Parſons, means Pope ;—the clown 


OCTAVIUS. 
I mean for thee! 


Thy Strength 1s clowniſh—clowniſh thy Sim- 
plicity. 


AUTHOR», 


Still, ſtill at raillery ! my pow'rs, I find 


Too great! too rich! to think you ſpeak your 
mind. 


 OETAYTUSs 


Now to your Dien 1TY—your third and laſt. 


AUTHOR, 
« A truce with * 21 


ocravius. 


15 joke was paſe'd, 
I've ſeen that noble animal, a horſe, ; 


In all his glow impatient for the courſe ; ; 


While on his beauteous neck the flthy fly 


Sat, conſequentially, as Dieniry; 3 
And thus it ſeem'd to ſay, in haughty vide, 
See me, an n iaſed, what a horſe 1 ride! 


5 2 « His 


( 28 ) 
« His blood I ſuck, I ſting him as I go, 
« Unſeen by him I reſt, while ſtill his foe !” 


How might the hor/e reply, with Dignity, 
* Thou know'ſt my dung is nour;hment for 
e | 


Thus you on Merit of the preſent day 

A ſtinging and blood-ſucking 7/e# play 

Fly where thou wilt, there's filth upon thy wing : 
Unſeen on Darwin ftrike thy puny ſting! _ 


Though from thy rhymes the richeſt line I chooſe, 
>Twould fatten on the ordure of his muſe';— 


2 AUTHOR, 
I know, Octavius, you delight in joke! 
I mark'd your playful viſage as you ſpoke | 
I know I'm all and every thing that's great, 
by Rome” s ſecond hope and pillar of the inte.” lr! 


OCTAVIUS. 
On all alike (to Malice ' tis the ſame), : 
Thy puking pen muſt drop its filth on FAKE. | 


(9) The 3 e 
of Lit- » of what amazing conſequence I am to all the 
people of Great Britain, France, and Ireland. 


( 29 ) 


AUTHOR, 


What Fame the world MV weighty labours 


thank ! 
OCTAVIUS. 
Lingo !—the ſtomach of thy pen is rang! 
AUTHOR, 
By Heav*ns! Octavius' joke will never end; 
Now ceaſe your mirth, I pray you to attend. 


What's Darwin's Roſe-exozic (gemm'd with 


dews)—(r) 
Ting'd by a Foreign ſun, with forezgn hues, 
Shewn near 


{r) Look at note (2). 

Now, Reader, only mark the following words which you 
will find in my Purſuits of Lit , IntroduR, Let. page xi. 
„% There are men (and women too) who underſtand. But 
« as to the lovers of exotic. poetry, 1 refer them to the Bota- 
% nic Garden of Dr. Darwin, —Mr PLanTs and FLOW- 
* ERS* art PRODUCED AND CHERISHED BY THE NA- 


cc SUuNtT 


88 


TURAL INVIGORATING INFLUENCE OF THE COMMON 


2 Fee ! —Tantarrara !! | 
+ Flouriſh of drums and trumpets. —— 


Enter BOMBARDINIAN, 


— Gros Author!—wonderonus Author charming poet! 


E —aſtoniſhing Poet! Homer was nothing to this god- 


fike man!! | 1 


OCTAVIUS. | 


( 30 ) 


OCTAVIUS. 
Your zative toad-ſtool or muſhroom, 
That one night breeds beneath a fogzy moon! 


AUTHOR, 
One would ſuppoſe the Doctor wrote to trees ; 
Firſt ſings to flow'rs, and then deſcribes a 
breeze: | 
What filly goſſamery lines are 1 


« Here ſnow-drops IR and blue-ey'd hare- 
. 
« Their tender tears, as o'er the ſtream they bend; 
= The love-ſick violet, and the primroſe pale, 
* Bow their ſweet heads,and whiſper tothe gale ; 


« With ſecret ſighs the virgin lily droops, 

« And jealous cowſlips hang their tawny cups; 
Here the young roſe, in Beauty s damaſk 
pride, 

« Drinks the warm dises of his baſhful bride; 
06 With honey'd lips enamour'd woodbines 

meet, 
8 Claſp with fond arms, and mix their kiſſes 


f weet, 
He 


(43: 


He huſhes winds—bids © ruſtling leaves be? 
ſtili!“ | | 
And ſnails and butterflies his verſes fill. 


OcrAvlus. 


The very flow'rs—ſeem GROW IN from his quill ! 


"> AUTHOR. F 
Bees, Spiders, Waſps, and Plants are all his 
toil ! 
OcrTavivs. 


His 7% is dew—his page a pregnant ſoil ! 
Flora's gay offspring there infuſe delight ! 
A L1viNnG garden ſtrikes th' enamour'd fight! 


AUTHOR, 


One Rocxss, too— 


OCTAVIUS, 


| His dulce? pinions ſpread 1 
A Bx RE, that on ſweet Gol DSMITH“'s bloſſoms | 
fed, LEO . 
And hung in raptures on Porx's fertile bed! 
Suck'd as much richneſs as would feaſt an age, 


Then dropp'd his own ſweet honey on his page ! 
E'en 
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AUTHOR. 

E'en Science fleeps—ſhe's opinm'd by our foes ; 

(s) King-killing Prieſtley taught the inn to 
doze: | 


p—ſf—g i in kettles to make Phoſphor's blaze, 


Or bottling light'ning, or compounding rays—- 

A ſecond Franklin, that defies his Goo 

& Burn not this houſe ! ! - then fixes up his 
rod. (i) ; 


OCTAVIUS. 


We want land purges—God knows how to ſave ! 1 


(s) King- killing Prieſtley, (as I ſagaciouſly term him in my 
Purſuits of Lit— ) I have, from very good information, 
heard,—that the above Doctor, ſince his reſidence in America, 
ſet off on a pedeſtrian tour to the back ſettlements: He, with 


great ſtrength of reſolution, on hearing, as he was in bed, that 


one of the ſavage kings of thoſe parts, was coming to viſit 
a town about two hundred miles diſtance from where he was; 
leapt out of bed, — ſet off at midnight, without ſhoes or 
ſtockings, with nothing but his ſhirt to cover him, and a 
poiſoned dagger in his hand: — he found the king who was 
in a deep ſoliloquy on the being of war,—when, with 
the greateſt malignity, he thruſt the dagger into the tawny 
monarch up to the very hilt :--enquired where he could find 


the next ſooty potentate; found him, did the ſame, and 
rung theſe poignard-changes upon no leſs than fourſcore 


crowned heads ; then returned home, and took a comfortable 
nap, as you may ſuppoſe, after ſo much fatigue, 
(?) Metalline rod, 
AUTHOR, 


( 33 ) 
AUTHOR» 


Without our planting rods to baulk a grave. 


OCTAVIUS. 


Wars are be/} laxatives to thin a land, 
And Pits are better than a ſtate well-mann'd. 


P :. 


AUTHOR. 
By Gifford's great correctneſs do I ſwear—— 


OCTAVIUS. 


1 love to hear you / you have fuch an air! 


AUTHOR, 
Octavius, you admire all I have ſaid; 
Certes your raillery is finely play'd! 


Say, where's the harmony of modern verſe, 
That moves as drowſy as a fine dreſs'd hearſe! 
Great Pope and Dryden are the types for me! 
Dignity ! Strength, and ſweet Simplicity! 

As thus— 


1 | AUTHOR, 


(44 -1 


« In verſe half-veil'd raiſe titilating luſt, (a) 
«© Like girls that deck with flow'rs Priapus' 
buſt.”? 


Octy! what makes you ſtagger thus, and ſtare? 


| OCTAVIUS. 

That linea“ leaden-bullet cuts the air;“ 

Or rather like a worm, that, in its trail, 
Extends his lazy head—contra#s his tail. | 


Here are two lines where Harmony agree, 
Smooth, light, and elegant ;—as zephyr free! 


« Free from dull order, decency, and rule, (w) 
With dogmas freſh from the /ans-/ouct ſchool. 


OCTAVIUS. 

| Peace Lingo! Peace, your harmony's divine! 
Its mighty” ſpirit, will infect the ine ; 

They'll ſtagger drunkards'!—and the Gods within 
Will ſwear the ſacred founts are fill'd with gin! 


(u) Purſuits of T — p. 27. 


(w) Purſuits of 3 Pe 23. | | 
8 AU THOR. 


(.-$3-9 


AUTHOR. 
Say, my Octayius, muſt not all agree, 
That Pope and Dryden in my work they ſee? 
Their genius—their harmony—and ſpirit? 
oc Avius. 


I've ſeen their names, if that will ſtamp your 
merit! 


So, in ſome muddy pool, we mark the Sun! 
(While in the filthy mirror vermin run); 

But the RerLectioN warms no fruitful th, 
No verdure brightens not a flow'r 85 birth! 


Arne. 
One Pix DA ſcribbles (of obſcure retreat), 
This nan ne'er trac'd one ſingle ſtroke of wit! 

(x) This man obſcure, has 7bry/t himſelf to note, ; 
Preſs d on the Public with his jingling throat | | 


(x) Mark what I fay in Pur, of Lit. p. 14. (1798) it is as 
follows: This 0b/care man (P. Pindar) has contrived to thruſt f 
himſelf upon the public notice.“ I can affirm almoſt une- 
quivocally of this ob/cure man, &c. Ke. *e‚.— conclude 
thus anos Be = ; | Fl 
| For ſhame!—(zox 5 in federa, 1794 8 | | 


=” al Conſequence ! 11— 0798.) 
Epirox. 
1 wil not inſult the public by remarking the merits of this 
E 3 | author, 
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( 36 ) 


I cannot ſuffer ſuch an obſcure man 
To write with his falſe wit 


OCTAVIUS. 


When real wit's your plan! 
But who made you the oracle refin'd ? 
You've /bruft xo R He upon the public 11d 


AUTHOR, 


But then this brainleſs man's obſcure, while 1 
 OCTAVIUS.. 

And godlike Gifford tumbl'd from the ſky ! 
TumorTALs! of great parts, great BIRTH, great 
wit, 


From Heav'n ye came in rhyming courts to 
- Us 


AUTHOR, 
Like a true Bard—1 tune my daring note— 
A Britiſh bird—I raiſe my free-born throat! 


author,—* There are men and women too who underſtand,” 
as this clumſy eritic juſtly obſerves, Doubtleſs, they are ca- 
pable of judging between Peter Pindar and Mr, Invifible. 


OCTAVIUS. 


or as Dion. de Situs Orbis,--but this by and by. 


( T7 ) 


OCTAVIUS. 


Or as a vulture pounce on grub or lamb, 
And cruſh the offspring (v) as you gore the 
dam. Ds 


AUTHOR. 


On fra®s, aloft—(2z) 


OCTAVIUS. 


6) Poem and (y) Poet, 


(z) I make uſe of the expreſſion “ Tracts aloft”=-in my 
Pur. of Lit. (Becket, 98) Commencement of the firſt Dia- 
logue. Now, Octavius underſtood this—as on tracts (litera- 
ry tracts) aloft—(Szb Calo) as Ovid has it in his incom- 
parable Metam. 11—or as Virgil expreſſes it in his An, 9.— 
To be 


conciſe, (for my time is precious,) he meant my garret /— 


_ (attic, my brain—attic, my apartment.)—To be ſure, 


My caſement windows here and there are broke, 

* And rags are placed to keep out wind and ſmoke.” 
I am a /ofty bard indeed! I fit like a king, with a nation of 
Chimnies around me : certainly they are foul-mouthed ſub- 


jects; but what is a © poor poet to do? (as I wittily expreſs 


it in MY Purſuits of Literature, Dialogue i. page 52, printed 
for Becket, 1798) but this by and by, as I frequently ſay 
in my ſaid Purſuits.——— Now, by the Gods! my only ſo- 
litary handkerchief, (that has as many eyes in it as a Cook's 
cullender,) has this moment fallen from the ulilated pane, 

| | | and 
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( 38 ) 


OCTAVIUS. 


With daſtard-pen you ſcan, 
Mangle the writer—while you fang the nan. 


I amr a judge, and judge I will remain. 
OCTAVIUS. 


A ſcribbling Jeff” ries, cruel, mad, and vain! 


AUTHOR, 


Now, now, Octavius, I begin to fear 
Your anger's earneſt—carneſt, too, your ſncer! 
vet will I ſpeak my mind 


OCTAVIUS. 


—Your ſkill commands it ! 


and I am obliged to thruſt m my black 3 * into the chaſm 
to keep out the uncharitable weather, 


K» 


— —ů 


— : : — 


* By the by, I never wear a red one ;—it looks like a Bon- 
net- rouge; and if I ſlept in one, I am ſure I ſhould dream all 
night of the guillotine. 


AUTHOR, 


( 39 ) 


AUTHOR, 


And what is more, all Britain too demands 
it! (aa) 


OCTAVIUS. 5 | 
Your're born to ſave the land, and keep it | 
free! 


AUTHOR. 


Prieſtley's to baniſh 


OCTAVIUS. 


Bear up Miniſtry ! 


(aa] © I wonld not trouble the world, or myſelf, with this 
new edition of my Poem, if J did not think it agreeable to 


e their wiſhes,''——I ſaid this 1 in my Pur, of Lit. Introduét. | q 
Lett. p. 2. I 


| My Printer 1 me that fifteen or ſixteen AiG-rent perſons 
knocked at his door every morning, to know when the edition 
would be ready for delivery; and he likewiſe informed me that 
there was always a crowd of t4avo or three hundred people anxi- 
ouſly waiting at the corner of the ſtreet to know the anſwer, 
lt was aſtoniſhing, he ſays, to ſee the gloom upon the 
viſages of theſe people when they were told it was not ready. 


( 40 ) 


AUTHOR, 


Damned be P if e'er he keep his word! 


« Reform is ruin! let MY voice be 


heard! 
Blue ribbons are true glory 


OCTAVIUS. 
And true worTuh |! 


Boroughs to ſell !! runde gives our fortunes 
birth! | 

Commercial countries without trade muſt fall, 

(A cobler without leather in his ſtall. } 


AU THOR. 
Scill at your ſneer ! ceaſe raillery, I pray! 


OCTAVIUS.. 5 
Here hang me up Fox, Sheridan, and Gray l! 
Bring forth the rack!—Horne Tooke, kneel 

DE down, and pray !— 


AUTHOR. 
To crack Thin * Tooke, will Heaven's 8 wrath 
abate 


OCTAVIUS. 


( 41 ) 


OCTAVIUS. 
And with one coup=de-grace ſave Church and 
State! | 


Smooth your wild looks, and that ferocious 


ſtare !- 
Go! mourn o'er © headleſs ſnails !” (45)—vr- 
LIGHT IN war! 5 
Weep over © virgin-rabbits!” as they're 
ſkinn'd, 


Then ſtir up PARTY-SPIRIT—like a fiend! 


AUTHOR. 

My brain i is fir'd ! thou'ſt giv 'n new pleaſure 
birth! 

I'm now—all Juſtice, and Il! purge the earth 


OCTAVIUS. 


— Methinks I'm in thy brain nov nalin 


there 


There's Savage-Garden | (cc) —on the Hill 1 


ſtare 


(3b) Ocavius here ſneers at my compaſſion on theſe poor 
unfriended animals, See my Pur, of Lit. p. 


(ce) From Savage Garden you have a full view of the Tower. 
F In 
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642) 


In miniature I ſee upon the gland (dd), 

With ramparts mounted, the fierce TOWER 
ſtand: | 7 _ 

Each deep-mouth'd Morali/f lee Hof Ren 
wrought, 

That 7eaches us to die by Lullet-thought; 

Round arguments, whence . ſure impreſſion's: 


caught.— 
How bulwark-like i it ſtands upon. thy brain !— 
The deep and dirty ditch, too, —all ſo plain !— 
I fly thy Blood, and dirt it gives me pain. 


AUTHOR. 

Ah! Octy, in the wanton, month of May [ k. 
How friendly did I make thee yall and * ! 
Now we are foes !- 


OCTAVIUS. 
I fly not from the war; 
Thy principles ſo iber abhor : : 


—1 ſee thy VIOLENCE with Harz combin'd ; — 
( Tis Rs ASON Is the rudder of the mind 95 


(dd) Fineal gland. 
(ee) Cannon :-—theſe notes are a a fine 95 Rampart.” 
Y (1794s) the time the Purſuits of * was irg 

printed. 


Thy 


( 43 -) 


Thy rage, thine arrogance, coxcomic pride, 
Malice, conceit, and pedantry ;—beſide 
Thy mean oppreſſion, and malignant plan, 
To mar the writer, but worſe mar the man, 
Makes me deſpiſe thy ranc*rous, feſt ring heart! 


AUTHOR. 
Then, from this very hour, Octavius, 


OCTAVIUS. 
— Will we part!!! 
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